152           SELF-SELECTED    ESSAYS

This was the third night that little army of supers
had been fighting for the boats, and they would be
doing it for another week.  They had to be there early
in the evening, and it was nearly broad daylight when
they left. The scenes had to be "shot" over and over
again, not merely because they were not performed to
the producer's satisfaction the first time, but also be-
cause they had to be taken from all manner of queer
angles. About a hundred and fifty yards away there
was a line of barges, and these had huge lights on
them so that the whole ship's side could be flooded.
It was enchanting to see the water in this sudden
radiance. - Indeed, these crazy hours were filled with
enchanting glimpses, the most astonishing alternations
of fierce light and the soft midsummer darkness, lovely
flashes of colour in the mysterious night; and the irony
of it was that nothing of this would appear in the few
minutes of film that would be the flower and fruit of
these evenings. Nor have you far to look for a further
irony, for the story itself that had set all these people
in motion was a pitiable thing compared with the thou-
sand-and-one stories that you could pluck out of this
thronged deck.   The shivering elderly women who
clutched the tickets that would admit them to the
saloon below, where hot coffee and sandwiches were
waiting for them; the doll-like young girls, with round
eyes, painted mouths, and shrill Cockney voices, who
jazzed and flirted in dim corners, during the long spells
between the miming; the lascars and negroes in whose
eyes there lurked a darkness that this river had never